24           NADIR, THE PERSIAN
I saw two eyes like a lion's shine,
And I struck with all my strength Between the fiery bloodshot orbs, And great Nadir fell at length. He fell with a sob at the deadly blow, And the stately form on the ground lay low. The deed was done, the blood was shed, The man whom I loved was lying dead.
And through the grey mists rolling damp A roar went forth o'er the silent camp. As in Delhi streets the cry was spread, " Great Nadir has fallen !   The King is dead 1
III
THE WAYSIDE BOSE
WE raised the Prince Mahomed Din
To the throne which once my King's had been.
He showed me favour and royal grace,
And set me high in power and place.
But 'twas all a pretence, a web of lies Which hid false heart 'neath a friendly guise. The man was naught but a libertine. On that fatal night the villain had seen My golden-haired girl, and with never a word, Her beauty the depths of his passion stirred.